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Author's Notes: 
| wanted to do something different with this story, comparing Jim's love of culture and rituals to something 


sexual. | took the title from an episode of MillenniuM because it fit the story so perfectly. Enjoy! 


Jim was sleeping. Pam was gone, though he didn't know where she was or how long she would be away. Ray 
wanted to find out what had been going on with Jim. The singer's drinking was normal, as was his drug habit. 
But it was his silence that had alarmed Ray - enough to tiptoe through Jim's room, around the piles of dirty 
clothes and over to the leather-bound journal he spied on the floor. Ray had had a sleepless night, tossing and 
turning with only his friend on his mind. His only preparation for entering the room was throwing on an old pair 
of jeans. 


The early morning sunlight poured in through the closed window onto Jim's sun-kissed skin, his nudity hidden 
only by a pair of black leather pants he seemed unable to part with. His bare feet hung off the edge of the 


bed. Jim's arms were crossed over his chest, one hand tucked under the pillow beside his face. 


Ray was glad Pam was gone. The organist had never trusted her, though Jim seemed to. The woman had some 


sort of power over his dark-haired friend, which had to be why he had kept her around for so long. He had 


never been sure if Jim loved her or just felt comfort in her familiarity. 


The man's eyes shot sideways as he reached the journal, able to keep his actions quiet thus far. Jim was still 
sleeping, his breathing barely audible. Ray noticed the sunshine was slowly moving over Jim's chest. When it 
got to his face it would likely wake him. Ray didn't have much time. He knelt, his knee making a quiet creak 
arise from the floor. He looked at the journal a moment before opening it. Faded leather straps were tied 
around the front, a weak security measure that was quickly undone. A pen inside the journal fell to the floor, a 
cracking sound echoing through the room. Ray panicked but Jim was still in the same place, air moving in and 


out of his lungs at the same rhythm. 


He turned his attention back to the book, hoping to learn something that would help his friend Ray saw a thin 
red thread about half way through the worn pages and used it to find the latest entry. It was dated the day 
before and went into detail about a fight he'd had with Pam. Jim's handwriting was the perfect mixture of 
sloppy and legible, hasty cursive that flowed from page to page expressing the deepest of emotions. Ray often 
wondered if Jim ever felt anything lightly, so to speak. It seemed that every emotion he felt impacted him on 
such a deep level. Ray scanned through the last few pages, nearly every line containing something that made 


the organist's heart ache for his friend. It appeared that Jim knew he was drinking more than usual. 


The blonde closed the journal and wound the straps around it, unsure if Jim would notice that they were likely 
tied differently than he'd done it. He made up his mind to have some coffee and think about what to say to 
Jim when he awoke. Ray knew he had to say something and wished he had someone to turn to for advice. 
Placing the journal on the floor he began his trek back across the messy floor. He got all the way to the door 
in complete silence and was quite startled when Jim moaned a name quietly in his sleep. 


"Pam..." 

Ray turned, seeing his friend beginning to stir. Jim's hand moved up and grasped the pillow and his feet were 
moving slightly. He stood in the threshold, unsure of what to do. Ray didn't know if the dream was good or bad, 
sexual or violent. Jim said his girlfriend's name again, his voice cracking this time. He moved his face into the 
pillow and groaned, took a deep breath and let out a sob. Ray's heart broke and he reentered the room, 
repeating Jim's name calmly and gripping his shoulder. 

Jim's eyes snapped open, filled with tears that fell down his cheeks. He snapped his head up to face Ray and 
exhaled loudly, then let his head fall back onto the pillow. The brunette rubbed his face against the pillow, one 
side and then the other, clearing his face of tears. 

"Are you okay?" Ray asked, silently praying that Jim would confide in him. 

"Yeah, man," Jim replied, his breaths steadying. "Bad dream." 


"About Pam?" 


"Yeah," Jim said again, turning his back a moment to get a cigarette and an ashtray. He lit it calmly and rubbed 
his face as he talked. "She was walking into a wall of fire. | called her name and tried to run after her but she 


just kept walking.” 


Ray watched Jim smoke. Jim didn’t look at him but seemed dazed, like he couldn't shake the nightmare. There 
were dark circles under his eyes and his face looked pale. He snuffed out his first cigarette and lit a second, 
still unable to look at Ray. The organist took a seat on the bed next to his friend, unable to keep his feelings 


under wraps any longer. 
"Jim," he began. He waited until Jim looked at him to continue. "I'm worried about you." 


Jim blinked, his blue-grey eyes for once not dilated Instinctively, as if he was aware Ray had noticed, the 
singer began rubbing his eyes with the heels of his palms. The simplicity of Ray's words had affected his 
friend more than all the complicated things he'd wanted to say, things like, "| miss the time we used to have 
together before we got famous," "The people you've surrounded yourself with are toxic and they're poisoning 
you," "Ive taken better care of you than Pam ever did, "You're in bad shape and you need my help." 


But instead of saying anything profound he simply asked, "Would you open the window? | need some air." 


Ray walked to the window and pushed it open, allowing a breeze inside. Ray returned to the bed and took a 
cigarette from the pack just as Jim was snuffing his out. The organist took a draw in the silence that followed. 
After his second draw Jim held out two fingers. The blonde exhaled and placed the cigarette between Jim's 
fingers. He needed a way to remove himself from the room, the house, the city.just for a while. The singer 
closed his eyes and felt the wind on his skin. In the distance he could hear a wind chime tinkling softly. He could 
feel the coolness of the wind seemingly touching each individual strand of his hair. The smell of the tobacco 
overtook his other senses and for a moment he thought about the Lakota. 


He'd spent weeks reading about their rituals in his younger days, memorizing their rituals. It had been his 
dream to live among the Native Americans and practice their ways of life. At the beginning and end of many 
of their ceremonies, he read, the members of the tribe would smoke a pipe together. Jim remembered how 
most people would joke about smoking pipes but Jim knew from his studies that they only used tobacco and 
not heavy drugs. Without looking he inhaled and held the cigarette back out for Ray. 


The ritual was working to calm the brunette from his recent nightmare, which was a memory drifting farther 
and farther by the second. Jim pondered over the different rituals he'd studied, one in particular coming to 
mind as he stared at Ray. The organist's mind also seemed distant, perhaps due to worry over his friend. 


„Friend? 


That word had replaced ‘lover' a few years ago. It was a quiet thing, almost completely unspoken between them 
even when they were alone. It was only a mixture of touches and unspoken words. He found himself worshiping 


Ray, bowing down to the other man's perfection, surrendering his powerless form on bended knees. Yet more 


often it was Ray kneeling before him; Jim, the almighty rock deity who felt utterly unworthy of his 


counterparts praise. The sudden urge to worship once more overtook him, and he opened his eyes. 


Jim placed the cigarette in the ashtray and moved himself toward Ray on the bed. Without kissing they allowed 
their faces to touch. The all too-familiar touch reignited an ancient flame that began in the pit of his stomach 
and grew as it traveled downward. Ray took Jim's hand rubbed the top of it with his thumb, his mind flooding 
with memories of what it was like to touch Jim this way. The singer felt his breathing quicken a few seconds 
before putting his mouth on Ray's. Ray immediately sucked on Jim's full bottom lip, eliciting an immediate moan 
from Jim who threaded his hands through the taller man's blonde hair. Ray had always loved Jim's full, pouty 
lips and had touched himself countless times thinking about them. Jim worked his way to Ray's neck, kissing it 
and grazing the skin there gently with his teeth. He overrode the emotion to bite into his flesh by knowing it 


would make the other man too sore too soon, and settled with kissing and licking his skin. 


Ray's hands were quick to caress Jim's back, the kisses instantly bringing back memories of how much the 
shorter man liked his back touched. He recalled many nights, lying in beds in various hotels and shrouded in a 
thin fog of post-ritual smoke, using only the tips of his fingers on the brunette's back. The moans he gave 
were nearly as rewarding as the sexual ones. The motions seemed to entrance Jim, giving him the ability to 


sink into a deep meditation and eventually a restful sleep. 


Before Jim could register what was happening Ray was on his knees, unlacing the front of Jim's leather pants. 
The thought registered for the briefest of moments that he should be the one kneeling. He was the one that 
went away, not Ray. Jim had been the one to start seeing someone else whereas Ray maintained loyalty. But 
the thought was fleeting and disappeared completely when Jim's dick was sliding into the other man's throat. 
His head inadvertently jerked backward, the newness and nostalgia of the sensation colliding. This was only going 
to take minutes. 


Ray wrapped one hand around the base of Jim's cock, the other on his balls. His howls of pleasure must have 
sounded primal, like speaking in tongues. The wet sounds of suction were all but drowned out by the groan of 
Jim's orgasm, the most intense one he'd had in years. Rather than pulling his pants back up he pushed them to 
the floor, allowing himself only a minute of relaxation before helping Ray remove his. He sucked the blonde 
slowly, really showing his appreciation for all he had done for him over the years. He slid his hands along Ray's 
thighs, caressing them as he ran his tongue along the shaft. Ray ran his fingers through the mop of brunette 
hair before him, not caring that it was dirty and reeking of pot. Things, for the time being, were the way they 
used to be. When the other man's orgasm hit Jim swallowed every drop, taking care to make sure he'd gotten 


it all. 


A cigarette was lit and shared, marking the close of their ritual. They curled up together in the big bed. As 
they watched the smoke drift out the open window, Jim whispered to his lover. 


"You don't need to worry about me. I'll be okay because I'll always have you. And I'll always love you." 


A kiss sealed the promise that Ray, in fact, would always be there. 


